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p tricks Print* tf Tyres, 

id haft, for comfort is too farre for vs to exped. 

Lord. Wee haue deferyed vpon our neighbouring 
fliore, a portlicfaileoflhips make hitherward. 

Clem. I thought as much. 

One forrowe ncuer comes but brings an heire, 

That may fucccedc as his inheritor : 

And foin ours, fomc neighbouring nation. 

Taking aduantage of our miferie. 

That ftutPt the hollow velfcls with their power, 

To beat vs downc, the which are downe alreadic, 

And make a conqueft of vnhappie mec, 

Whereas no glories got toouercomc. 

Lord. That's the lead fcare. 

For by the femblance oftheir white flagges duplaydc,thcy 
brine vs peace, and come to vs as fauourers , not as roes. 

Cleon. Thou fpeak'ft like himnes vntuterd m venear 
Who makes the faireft Ihowc, mcancs molt deccipt. 

But bring they whatthey will, and what they can, 

What need wee leauc our grounds the lowelt . 
Andwcearehalfe way there : Goe tcllthe.r Generali wee 
attend him heere, to know for what he comes, and wntnee 
he comes , and what he craues i 
Lord. I goe my Lord. 

Cleon. Welcome is peace, if he on peace conlilr. 

If warres , wee arc vnable to refift. 

Enter Per tries with attendants. 

Per. Lord Gouernour, for fo weeheareycuare, 

Let notour Ships and number of our men. 

Be like a beacon fier’de, t’amaze your eyes, 

Wee haue heard your miferics as farre as Tyre, 

And fecne the defolation of your ftreets, 

Nor come wc to adde forrow to your tcarcs, 

Buttorelieue them of their heauy bade. 

And thefe our Ships you happily may thinke, ^ 


Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

Are like the Troian Horfe, was ftuft within 

WitK bloody veines expecting ouerthrow, 

Are ftor’d with Come, to make your needie bread, 

And giue them life, whom hunger- Rant'd halfe dead. 

Or%>ts. The Gods of Cjreece protect you. 

And wee'le pray for you. 

Per. Arifcl pray you, rife} we do notlooke for reuerencc, 
But for loue and harborage for our felfe, our ihips,& men. 

Cleon. The which when any fhall not gratifie, 

Orpay you with vnthankfulnelTe in thought, 

Be it our Wiucs.our Children, or our felues, 

TheCurfeof heauenandmen fucceed their euils: 

Till when the which (I hope) Ihall neare be feene • 

Your Grace is welcome to ourTowneandvs. 

Pen. Which welcome w eede-a^-o-u jj i , & ft Irwvovrlai'-, 

V mVlU^Star-esthat frowne,lendvsafmile. txemt. 



Enter <3 oWer. 

Heere banc you fecne a mightie King, 

His child Pwis to incefl: brinjr : 

A better Prince, and bemgne Lord # 

That Will prouc awfull both in deedand wora^ 
Be quiet then, as men fhould bee. 

Till he hath pa ft necefsitie: 

He fhew you thofe in troubles raigne* 

Looting a Mitc,aMountaine game : 

The good in conuerfation, 

To whom I giue my benizon: 

Is ftill at TharfitB; where each man, 

Xhinkes all is writ, he fpoken can : 

And to remember what he does, 

Build his Statue to make him glorious ,5 
Buttidinges to the contrarie, 

Are brought y oureyes,what needfpeake 1. 
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